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strutted churches in all Europe. As if foreseeing Hs
untimely death the King hastened the work and with
the completion of the church came the completion of
his time on earth. As the book of the King's life closed
the temple was opened."

But the church should be full of worshippers to
have beauty; otherwise the great glittering saints on
the walls are lonely over the cold marble floor. There
are fifteen hundred figures in relief, copied from twelfth-
century frescoes and done in mosaic, covering all the
walls with glittering facets mostly of purple and bright
gold. The gigantic saints towering upward to the
apse remind one of the interior of the cathedral of St.
Vladimir at Kiev. But the representation of the eternal
must have the presence of the living to make one whole.
The tourist, gazing at the mosaic, may be impressed or
may be critical, but the worshipper in the midst of
the congregation has more chance to find all in
harmony.

But the wide low crypt is not adorned. It is paved
with glimmering polished marble, but one has entered
the chill tomb. Someone has excavated to the basement
under time and history. There is a sense of ancient
Egypt: "My name is Ozimandias, look on my works,
ye mighty, and despair 1" Under gigantic separate
slabs of stone lie the bodies of descendants of Karageorge.
There are no pious inscriptions, just the bare names,
and over the grave of Alexander an eternal lamp has been
lighted.

It is a sixty miles* drive from Belgrade to Oplenats>
over desolate hilly country where every turn of the
road reveals a lie of the land which looks like a military
position or an old battlefield. The land cowers as from
the memory of the tramp of armed men, and Nature
itself seems to be in ambush. It is not like Belgrade.
There is no futile hurry to change to the modes of peace.
It is nothing modern; it is not even Jugoslavia. It is
Serbian and Balkan. It does not possess much that any